stopped singing for several days and nights. Finally,
Fraigo Villarejo came to me and said, " We are
through with the harvest, and the boys think that
you had better give the hundred pesetas' reward
to the school of illiterates for the purchase of
books."

Yes, the harvest was over and everywhere the
yellow stacks lay in the fields. But I had seen
Montesino stumble and fall with outstretched arms,
while from a small wound his blood was dripping
on the carobs he had picked. Thank God, he had
been shot in the heart and was dead at once. He
was the most silent of our men, but also the strong-
est, the bravest, and the truest. Since he was not
from Madrid, we buried him in the field where he
had fought and harvested, and over his grave I read
a poem from Miguel Hernandez :

The lads of fifteen and eighteen,

The lads of eighteen and of twenty,

They say :   The firing line calls us,

We go to be made into men.

And should our last hour strike

Before we are grown into men,

Men we shall be in our graves.

If nothing is left of us, yet

Will the sun that we cared for shine on,

And our courage, a beacon for others.